"Come and get it," MacCallum said, jerking his
toward the bottle, and the other           himself a

toddy in his stale glass and drank it, while Bayard
finished his tale of himself and an Australian major
and two ladies in the Leicester lounge ooe evening (the
Leicester lounge being out of bounds, and the Anzac
lost two teeth and his girl, and Bayard himself got a
black eye)5 watching the narrator with round, meltl:^
astonishment,

"Great Savior," he saici^ "them av*aytors was sure
some hell-raisers, wasn't they? Well, I reckon they're
wanting me up front again. You got to keep on the
jump to make a living, these days." And he scuttled
out again.

"I've been good too goddam long/5 Bayard repeated
harshly, watching MacCallum fill the two glasses.
"That's the only tiling Johnny was ever good for. Kept
me from getting in a rut. Bloody rut^ with a couple of
old women nagging at me and nothing to do except
scare niggers." He drank his whisky and set the glass
down, still clutching it. "Damn ham-handed Hun/9 he
said. "He never could fly, anyway. I kept trying to
keep him from going up there on that goddam pop-
gun,55 and he cursed his dead brother savagely. Then
lie raised his glass again, but halted it halfway to his
mouth. "Where in hell did my drink go?"

MacCallum emptied the bottle into Bayard5s glass^
and he drank again and banged the thick tumbler on
the table and rose and lurched back against the walL
His chair crashed over backward, and he braced him-
self, staring at the other, "I kept on trying to keep him
from going up there9 with that Camel. But he gave me
a burst. Right across my nose.5*

MacCallum  rose  also*   "Come  on  here,"  he  said